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THE FLOWER
I WALKED the other day, to spend my hour,
Into a field
Where I sometimes had seen the soil to yield
A gallant flower;
But winter now had ruffled all the bower
And curious store
I knew there heretofore.
Yet I, whose search loved not to peep and peer
I1 the face of things,
Thought with myself, there might be other springs
Besides this here.
Which, like cold friends, sees us but once a year;
And so the flower
Might have some other bower.
Then taking up what I could nearest spy,
1^ digged about
That place where I had seen him to grow out;
And by and by
I saw the warm recluse alone to lie.
Where, fresh and green.
He lived of us unseen.   *
Many a question intricate and rare
Did I there strow;
But all I could extort was that he now
Did there repair
Such losses as befell him in this air,
And would ere long
Gome forth most fair and young.